PALANKEEN   TRAVELLING

instead of admiring the landscape, I kept feasting my
imagination all the way with visions of rich curries and
hot rolls, and almost fancied I could snuff at a league's
distance the aromatic perfumes of the delicious hookah.

"How shall I attack the commandant?" said I to
myself; "for I have no letter to him, neither know I my
future friend's name, nor even his rank."

As we entered the suburbs we fell in with a sepoy,
of whom I asked whereabouts the commanding officer's
house lay? "That is Captain Dowglas's house," he
said, pointing to a bungalow near us. So in my
bearers trotted without more ado, snorting and groaning
with a double dose of yells, as if they had an inkling of
my being an unbidden guest, and wished to give timely
warning that a stranger was approaching. The
owner of the mansion came forward in his white jacket
to receive me.

" Sir," said I, to the commandant, " I am an officer
of Sir Samuel Hood's ship, travelling towards Mysore,
and I have done myself the honour of waiting upon
you with my passport."

" Have you breakfasted?" was the characteristic
reply, as he unfolded the paper and glanced slightly
over it to learn my name. On my saying that I had
not, he called out, "Boy! let us have breakfast instantly;
put the palankeen into the verandah: we have a good
deal to shew you here, and there are some pleasant
people, whom I shall be glad to introduce to you."

My host, I found, had been seventeen years in
India; and it was pleasant to be able to give him, in
return for his hospitality, a budget of news from
Antrim and Belfast. By and by several of his brother
officers, and some of his friends in the civil service,
came dropping in, all as anxious to be useful to the
stranger in his researches, as if they had known him
for years. I thus soon felt myself completely at home.
A young officer accompanied me next day to the rock;
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